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The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


Hai 1 witchcraft in'tj he grew into his Stat, 
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfc, 
At had he beene encorps't and demy-Natur'd 
With the braue Beaft,fo farrc he paft my thought, 
That I in forgery of fhapes and trickes, 
Come (hort of what he did. t 

Laer. A Norman was't ? 

Kin. A Norman. 

Laer. Vpnn my W^c Lamound. 

Kin* The very fame. 

Laer. I know him wcll,he is the Brooch indeed, 
And Iemme of all our Nation. 

Km* Hee mad confeffion ofyou, 
And gaue you fuch a Mafterly report, 
For Art and exercife in your defence ; 
And for your Rapier moft efpeciall^, 
That he cryed our,t'would be a fight indeed, 
If one could match you Sir.This report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Enuy, 
That he could nothing doc but wifh and begge, 
Your fodainc comming ore to play with himj 
Now out of this. 

Laer. Why out of this, my Lord ? 

Kin Laertes was your Father deare to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 
A face without a heat t ? 

Laer 4 Why askc you this? 

Kin. Not that I thinke you did not loue your Father, 
But that I know Loue is begun by Time : 
And that I fee in paffages of proofe, 
Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it : 
Hamlet comes backc : what would you vndertake. 
To fiiow your fclfc your Fathers fonne indeed, 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat iW Church, 
Kin, No place indeed ftiould murder San&urizc; 
Rcuenge ftiould haue no bounds % but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepe dofe within your Chamber, 
Hamlet rctutn'd, (hall know you are come home : 
Wccl put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, 
And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
The Frenchman gaue you,bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads,he being rcmiffc, 
Moft generous, and free from allcontriuing, 
Will not perufc the Foilcs ? So that with eafe, 
Or with a little ftmffling, you may choofc 
A Sword vnbaited, and in a paflfc ofpra&icc, 
Requit him for your Father* 

Laer.. Iwilldoo'c, 
And for that purpofe lie annoint my Sword : 

I bought an VndVion of a Mountebankc 
So mortail, I but dipt a knife in it, 
Where it drawes bk>od,no Cacaplafmc fo rare, 
Collc&ed from all Simples that haue Vcrtue 
Vnder the Moone,can faue the thing from death, 
That is but fcratcht withall : He touch my point, 
With this contagio»,that if I gall him (lightly, 

I I may be death. 
Kin Let's further thinke of this, 

Weigh what conuenicnec both of time and meancs 
May fit vs to our (hapc,if this (hould faile; 
And that our drift lookc through our bad performance, 
Twerc better not aflaid; therefore this Proie<ft 
Should haue a backe or fccond,that might hold, 
If this ftiould blaft in proofe : Soft,lct me fee 
Weel make a folernnc wager on your commings, 


\ Iha'c: when in your nsotiori^a^^ 
As make your bow-ts more violent to the end ' 
And that he cals for drinke; He haue preDarM L 
A Challicc for the nonccjwhereon but fiL * 
If he by chance efcapc your venom'd ftuck 
Our purpofe may hold there ; how fwect q^ cnc 

Enter £>ueeti*. 
Queen. One woe doth tread vpon anothers h^i 
So faft they 1 follow: your Sifter's drown'd lL^T 1 
Laer. Drown'd ! O where? 
Queen. There i s a Willow growes aflant a Bro 0 U 
That ihewes his horc leaues in the glaffic firea 1 
Therewith fantafticke Garlands did ftiecome^ 
Of Crow-flowers,Nettlcs,Dayfies,and Ion e pLi 
That hberall Shephcards giuca groffer name- 3 
But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call rK 
There on the pendant boughcs,her Coronet weed ' 
Clambring to hang; an cnuious fliuer broke 
When downc the weedy Trophies,and her fclft 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes fpred *\A. 
And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her vp 
Which time fhc chaunted fnatches of old tunes 
As one incapable of her ownc diftrcfie * 
Or like a creature Natiue, and indued 
Vnto that Element: but long it could not t c 
Till that her garments, heauy with her drinke* 
Pul'd the poore wretch from her melodious buy 
To muddy death, 1 3 

Laer* Alas then, is ftie drowned? 
Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 
Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia 
And therefore I forbid my teares : but yet * ' 
It is our tricke, Nature her cuttome holds, 
Let fhame fay what it will; when thefe arc gone 
The woman will be out : Adue my Lord. 
I haue a fpeech of fire,that faine would blaze, 
But that this folly doubts ir. Exit, 

Kin. Let's follow, Gertrude: 
How much I had to doc to calme his rage ? 
Now fcare I this will giue it ftart againe ; 
Therefore let's follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Clownes. 
Clown. Is fhc to bee buried in Chriftianburiall, that 
wilfully feekes her ownc faluation ? 

Other. I tell thee (he is, and therefore make her Grauc 
ftraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chri- 
ftianburiall. 

Clo. How can that be, vnleflcfhe drowned her felfc in 
her owne defence? 
Other. Why 'tis found fo. 
Clo. It rnuft be Se offendendo, it cannot bee cKe : for 
heere lies the pointjlf] drowne my fclfc wittinglv, |car- 
gucsan Aft: and an A&. hath three branches. Itis an 
Aft to doe and to pcrforme; argall {he drown'd hcrfclfe 
wittingly. 

Other. Nay but heare you Goodman Delucr. 
Clown. Giue me leaue; heere lies the water, good : 
heere ftands the man; good j J f the man goe to this wa- 
ter and drowne himfele ; it is will he nill he, he goes; 
marke you that? But if ihe water come to him & drowne 
him; hecdrownes not himfelfc. Argall, hee that is oot 
guilty ofhis ownedeath,fhortcus not hisowne life. 
Other. But is this law? 
Ch. I marry ii't, CrownersQueft Law. 


© 2002 Octavo For research use only. All rights reserved. 


The Tragedie of Hamlet ^ 


*77 


'Other. Will you ha the truth on't : if this had not 
c ne a Gentlewoman, ftiee ftiould haue beene buried 
b !!ofChriftian Burial!.. ; 
Clo. Why there thou fay'ft. And the more pitty that 
3 c folke ftiould haue counrenance in this world ^to 
Twnc or hang chemff.lucs^re chen the4r euen Chrifti- 
Come,my Spade; there \% v.o ancient Gendemcn, 
JutGardiners, Ditchers and Grauc-makcr^ they hold vp 
Afrms Profcfficn. 
Other. Was he a Gentleman ? 
Ch. He was the & ft that euer bore Armcs, 
Other. Why had none. 

Ch. What ? at't a Heathen? how doft thou vnder- 
/i 3 nd the Scripture? the Scripture -fcyes Adam dig'd; 
ould hee digge without Arm.es f He put another que- 
ft,on totheetif thou anfwercii me not to thcpurpoic,c"on : 
fcffe thy felfc : — - 

Other. Go too. 

Clo. What is he that builds ftronger then cither the 
(ylafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. ThcGailowes makcr-for that Fram* outlines a 
jhoufand Tenants. , 

Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the Gailowes 
does well; but how does it well ? it does well to thofe 
that doe ill: now, thou doft ill to fay the G^Iowes is 
built ftronger then the Church : Argyll, the Gailowes 
way doe well to thee. Too't againe, Come. 

Other. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship- 
wr ight,or a Carpenter ? 

tie. I, tell me thac,and vnyoake. 

Other. M3rry,nowIcan tell. 

(U. Too a t, 

Other. Maffe,! cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio afarre cjf. 
Clo. Cudgell thy brainesno more about it | for your 
dull Aflc will not mend his pace with beating; and when 
you arc ask't this qu^fiion next, (ay a Graue-maker: the 
Houfesthat he makes, lafts till Doomefday : go 3 get thee 
to?>^^»,fttchrneaftoupe of Liquor. 

Sings. 

In youth when I did loue didloste, 
me thought tt. was very fweete : 
To contract O the time for a my behoue, 
O me thought there was nothing meete, 
Ham. Ha'sthis fellow no feeling of his bufinelfe^hat 
he fin g3 at G rane-making ? 

Hor. Cuftomc hath made it in him a property of ea~ 
(Ineffe. 

Ham. Tis.ce n fo; the hand of little Imployment hath 
thedaintierfenfe. 

Ckwnefngs. 
"But Age with his ft sating ftcps 
hath caught me in his clutch : 
<jindhath /hipped me intdlthe Land, 
as if I hadneuer beene fuch. 
Bam. Thar, Scull had a tongue in it, and could fing 
once; how the knaueiowlcs it to th 5 grownd^ as if it 
wxzCainet Iaw.bone, that did'the fir ft murther : It 
mi gh ; t be t h e Pa : c o f a P o 1 i t i ^ t i m w h i c h t h i s Afte o'r e Of- 
fices :one thar. c'ould circumuentGod, might it not ? 
Hor. It might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Coiirtier 3 whicii could fay,Gocd Mor- 
row fweet Lord : how dott chou, good Lord ? this 
might be my Lord fuch a one, that praVd a y Lord fuch 
a ones Horfe,wUeri he meant to begge it; might it not ? 


Hor, I, my Lord. 
Ham. Why eeVi fo : and now my Lady Wormes, 
Chapleffe, and knockt about the Ma^ard with a Sextons 
Spade; heere'* fincReuoiution, if wee had the tricke to 
fce't. Did ihefe bones cofi no more the breeding, but 
to play at Loggets *nh 'cm ¥ mine ake to chinke 
on'c. 

Clownefings. ~ 
A Pkkhaxe and a Spade, a Spnde* 

for and a flirow ding- Sheet e: 
O a Ptt of Clay for to be made 9 
for fuch a Guefl t>s meete. 
Ham. There's another : why might net that bee the 
Scull of of a Lawyer } where be his Quiddits now ? h^ 
Quillets? his Cafes? his Tenurcs^nd his Trickl? 'why 
doc's hefuffer this rude knaue now toknocke him about 
the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of 
his Action of Battery? hum. This fellow might be in s s \ 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Rerog- 
nizanees,hhFioes,his double Vouchcrs 5 his Recocenes; 
Is this the fine ofhis Fines^and the recoaery of his Jleco- 
ucries, to haue his fine Pate full of fine Dirt? will his 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Pwchafes, and dou- 
ble ones zoo , then the length and bresdth of a paire of 
Indentures? the very Conucyances ofhis La&di will 
hardly lyc in this Boxe; and muft the Inheritor himftlfc 
haue no more? ha? 

Hor. Not a ioc more. my Lord* 
Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep-sklnnes ?• 
Hor. I my Lord, and of Cafue-skianes too.; 
ham. They are Shcepe and Calucs that feekoutaffu- 
ranee in that. I will fpcake to this fellow: whole 0*^ie'$ 
thUSir? 
Clo. Mine Sir: 

O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for fuch a G ueft is meete . 
Ham. 1 thinke ic be thine indeed rfcr thou lieft in*c. 
Clo. You lye out on't Sir,and therefore it is not yours; 
for my parr, I doe not lye in't; and yet it is mine: . 

Ham. Thou doft lye in't, to be in't and fay 'tis thine : 
'tis for the dead, not for the quicke^ therefore thou 
lyeft. 

Clo. *Tis a quicke lye Sir, 'twill away againe from me 
to you. 

H im. What man doft thou digge it for ? 
Clo. For no man Sir. 
Ham. What woman then ^ 
Clo. For none neither. 
Ham. Who is to be buried in'c? 
Clo. One that was a woman Sir; but reft her Soule, 
ftiee s dead. 

Ham. Howabfolute the knaue is? wee muft fpeake 
by theCarde,or equiuocatioo will vndoevs : by the 
Lord Horatio, thefe three yeares I haue taken not* of it, 
the Age is grownefo picked, thatthecoeof the Pefant 
comes fo neercthe heelesof our Courtier, hee galls his* 
Kibe. How long haft thou been a Graue-maker ? 

Clo. Of all the dayes i'th 9 yeare, I came too't that day 
that our laft King Hamlet o'recame Fortmbras. 

Ham. How long is that fince? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that? euery foolecan tell that: 
It was the very day, that young Hamlet was borne, hee 
that was mad ,and lent into England. 

Ham. I many, why was he fent into England ? 

Clo. Why,bccaufehewasmad; hee fhall recouer his 
wits there; or if he do not, it's no great matter there. 

Ham. 


